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of the summer stock company, and with delightful candour
called on Mr. Mansfield and said she wanted to act Flor-
ence. He searched her refined, sanguine face and capitu-
lated at once. Miss Cameron justified his judgment by
a fascinating performance of Florence, and the company
settled down like a happy family for a merry summer.

The weather was mercifully cool for this time of the
year, but every evening ices were served between the acts
in neat boxes from Maillard's on the corner under the
Fifth Avenue Hotel, with a little silver spoon engraved
"With Prince Karl's Compliments." Young ladies began
to wear Prince Karl finger rings, and the Prince's portrait
became a "photographic best-seller." Prince Karl won
his way into the crevices of every one's affection, even into
the correspondence of Americans abroad, as is witnessed
by an amusing letter which Nat Goodwin wrote home
from Nuremberg:

"The only difference I can see between the ancient
gentlemen who built these castles and the successful men
about New York is that the former got broke building
them and the latter by going to see 'em. Their prices
are regulated in this innocent land by the extent of the
ruin and the baggage of the sight-seer. They know a
Yankee gripsack as far as they can see one. . . . The
imitations of Dick Mansfield as Prince Karl are numerous
and excellent. At Cologne (what's in a name? by that
of Hunter's Point 'twould smell as rank) we met a perfect
type of the Prince, buttoned up in a very green second-
low comedy uniform. He conducted us to a very nice
hotel and undertook to speak English. As I am a superior
German scholar, after a contortionary half hour we en-
listed the services of a third, and during the afternoon I
made them understand that I was weary and wanted tonsfield as the Prince was
